146              Letters to Somebody

A bunch of them crowded round me, and I then picked
one out, pretended to recognize him, and asked him'
how he had been getting on since I had dismissed him.
He waved aside the others, and exclaimed: "I pray
silence! Make way for Sir Guy! " I was by him
handed over to a tiny mite of twelve who was" a^ girl
scout, or something of the sort.

She was the most patronizing, solemn and intelligent
little creature I ever had to do with.

She led me along innumerable long passages filled
with   positively   countless   "young   ladies"   strolling
slowly arm in arm and eating chocolate's.   This at what
should have been the busiest wo-rk-time of the day.
Very few men were in evidence.
My little guide at last landed me in front of Lord
Rothermere's door.   Thanking her for her help, I re-
marked that the lady clerks did not seem to work very
hard.   "If you ask me," she replied, "I believe I am
the only woman in the place who does any work at all."
I was inclined to agree with her.

What struck me very greatly was the amazing beauty
of most of the girls in the building.

I do not lemember ever seeing such a galaxy of
beauty, to use an old-world expression. I could not
help asking one singularly beautiful girl whom I met
in the lift where on earth all the beautiful girls came
from and who they were. "Oh! everywhere; and we
are all clergymen's daughters," was the cryptic reply.

I wonder why it is the peculiar privilege of parsons
to produce pearls.

I have not often met a man who impressed me so